leTragedie 

] can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In lharing outthat which you haue pild from me : 
Wbich'ofyoU' trembles not thatlookc on me? 


If not, that I being Q«eene,you bow like fubieds, 

Yet that by you depofd, you quakelike rebels : 

O gentle villaine, doe not turncaway, 

^/^Foulewrinkledw itch, w hat makft thou in tnyfi°ht? 
JJ».AA*,.Buti epetition of what thou haft roard, ° 

That w ill i make, fief ore 1 let thee goe : 

A husband and a foi-inc thou oweft vino me, 

And thoua kingdome,allofyoualleagence : 

Theforrow that I haue, by right isyours, 

And ailtheplealures you vfurpe,ismine^ 

(/A.Thecurfe me noble father laide on thee. 

When thou didllcrowne his warlike browes with paper. 
And with thy fcornc drew ft riuers frowhis eyes. 

And thentO'driethem,gau , ft the Duke a clout 
Steept m the blood of prettie Rutland : 

His curfes then from bitcernelTc of foule. 

Denounc’d againft thee, are fallen vponthee, 

A«d God, notwe, hath plagude thy bloodiedeed, 

Qt*. So iuftjs God to right the innocent. .• 

Haft. O twas the fouleft deed to flay that babe. 

And the moft mercilefte that euer was heard of. 

^.Tyrants themfelues wept when itwas reported, 
ZJm'/Ho man butprophecied reuengefot it. 

Bttc, Northumberland then prefent,wept toffee it. 
ftftu.Ma. What ? were you Faarling all before l came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

„4nd turne you now your hatred all on me ?• 

Did Yorkes dread curfc preuaile fo much with heauen. 
That Henries death,my louely Edwards death, 

Their kingdomes Ioffe, my woeful! baniflrment, 

Gould all but anlwer for that peeuifh brat ? 

Can curfes pierce thecloudes,and enter heauen i 
Why then giuc way dull clouds to my quicke curfes; 

If not by warre, by furfet dieyour King. 

Asoyr by murder, to make him a King. 

~r -* ■ Edward 


‘^t^SSES^S: 


of Richard the Third. 


Edward thyfonne, which now is Prince of Wales, ! 

For Edward tny fon, which was Prince ofWales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntimdy violences. 

Thy felfea Qucene.for me that was a Queene, 

Out liuc thy glory, like my wretched felfe : 

Long maift thou liue to waile thy childrens Ioffe, 

And ice another,as 1 fee thee now 
Decktin thyglorie,asthouartftald in mine: 

Long die thy happie daies before thydearh. 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 

Die neither mother, wifo^nor Englands Queene, 

Riuers and Dorfet,you were ftanders by, 

A nd fo was thou Lord Hafting$,when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none of you may liue your natural! age. 

But by fome volookt acci den t cut off. 
qio. Haue done thy charme thou hateful! withered hag. 

T rr s *^ ndl ‘ ai!C outtheefftay dog,for thou (halt heare 
li heauenhaueany greeuous plague in ftore, ( me. 
Exceeding thole that I can wiih vpon thee : 

O let them kecpeic till thy finnes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation' 

On thee thctroubler of the poore worldspeace : 

It n m f°r «'« b'gnaw thyfoulc, 

j sfufpcafort ! ;aytore * hilB,hou| “«fl> 

And take deepe tray tors for thy dcareft friends. 

No fieepe clofe vp that deadly eyeof thine 
Vnletlc it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 

^ffnghts thec,with a hellofvgly diuels. 

Thou elmflj nwrkt,abortiuerootin^hog, 

y . rL 0 L‘l’f ? tt “ ld in n,,iui “' 6 

Richard. qi * lt, 

J^.Icallthenot. 

* HenIcnethcemerey:f or i hjldthou ^ 





